ACT II

SCENE I

Enter MELANTHA and PHILOTIS.

|HIL. Count Rhodophil's a fine gentleman
indeed, madam; and, I think, deserves your
affection.

Mel. Let me die but he's a fine man ;
he sings and dances en Fran$ais^ and writes the billets-
doux to a miracle.

Phil. And those are no small talents, to a lady that
understands, and values the French air, as your ladyship
does.

Mel. How charming is the French air, and what an
ctourdi bete is one of our untravelled islanders ! When
he would make his court to me, let me die but he is just
-^Esop's ass, that would imitate the courtly French in his
addresses; but, instead of those, comes pawing upon
me, and doing all things so maladroitly.

Phil. 3Tis great pity Rhodophil's a married man, that
you may not have an honourable intrigue with him.

Mel. Intrigue, Philotis ! that's an old phrase; I
have laid that word by ; amour sounds better. But
thou art heir to all my cast words, as thou art to my
old wardrobe. Oh, Count Rhodophil 1 Ah man chert
I could live and die with him.

Enter PALAMEDE, and a Servant*

Serv. Sir, this is my lady.

Pa/a.  Then this is she that is  to be  divine, and
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